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Summary: Since acquiring an heir, Wonka's spirits are high, and 
consequently his sales skyrocket even higher than ever. As a result, 
bitter business owners seek a means to bring down their unbeatable 
competitor, once and for all. That year, nobody except the Buckets 
and Oompa-Loompas knew the terrifying truth behind Mr. Wonka's sudden 
disappearance. T (violence/strong language). DepplWonka. 


1 . Prologue - The Agreement 

An abandoned shoe factory housed three men swathed in black, each 
standing side by side next to a large leather presser that had not 
been oiled or dusted for many years. One man held a smoking cigar 
between his teeth, puffing out the largest smoke rings in long, even 
intervals. The other two simply stood and waited, for something they 
have been waiting for since three weeks ago after they received word 
that their post had reached its destination. 

Through grit-caked windows, a dim beam of light flashed the 
announcement of their guest's arrival. The hum of an automobile cut 
off along with its headlights, and the three men could hear the 
muffled slamming of car doors outside. After another two minutes, the 
sound of heels could be heard _click-click-clicking_ through the 
desolate corridor, growing louder as they approached. 

Then, the source of the footsteps halted, so that they were standing 
directly before the three awaiting figures. 

"I shall assume you have made your decision," said the man on the 
left without preamble. There was no exchange of pleasantries, as none 
of the individuals present in this room were meeting on cordial 
terms. It was business, and a rather nasty type of business that 
would be forbidden to speak of on day-lit streets. 


"Allow me to begin with this, " said their guest, being the recipient 
of the encrypted letter containing a rather controversial request. He 



was a tall man of lean build, with a pair of silver spectacles 
perched over a thin, high-bridged nose. Behind the spectacles were 
two dark, intelligent eyes that scrutinized everything with a 
calculative gaze. "What you are trying to accomplish is very 
dangerous . " 

"And yet here you are," said the left man. "Surely your trip would 
have been long enough for you to change your mind and turn around, 
twice . " 

"Have you realized the extent to what this could become, should 
something go wrong? Everybody in the world knows his name, his 
enterprise. Is it truly worth the risk of becoming international 
fugitives ? " 

"Does this mean you wish to take his side?" asked the man holding his 
cigar. "How curious, given that we are standing before one another 
right now . " 

"I don't take sides, Mr. Prodnose, " said their guest coolly. "I make 
investments. And clearly, there are quite a few out there willing to 
share and agree with your perspectives." 

"Many confectioners have been forced out onto the streets, " said the 
cigar man stiffly. 

"So have bakers," countered their guest, "and grocers and toy-makers. 
So have hatters and chefs and dancers and shoemakers." He swept his 
gaze over his surroundings, at the mound of shoe soles shriveling in 
a shadowed corner. "I count time with the rise and fall of 
businesses, my good sirs; it happens every day. And it will continue 
to do so, with or without the world's biggest chocolate factory 
running in town." 

"Out with it, then," snarled the right man. "If you're so keen on 
trying to prove all this to be unreasonable. . . _are you here to help 
us or not?" 

"I would not be here if I wasn't," said their guest calmly. "In fact, 
I came to settle the terms. I myself admit that I've never before 
been presented such an opportunity of this scale and, well, 
discussing it through the post would be hardly ideal." 

"How much are you looking for, then?" 

Their guest tilted their head, appearing to consider the question 
with care. "Half," they announced quite seriously. 

"_Cripes ! "_ shouted the right man, leaping forward. "You are out of 
your mind ! " 

"Entirely unreasonable!" agreed the left man angrily. 

"You're a fraud!" accused the fuming smoker. 

"My dear gentlemen, " said their guest, smiling coldly, "make no 
mistake; this is no meager errand. You are asking me to pay for a 
service offered by one of the most dangerous organized crime groups 
in the country. It is not all mine to keep. 



"Besides, do look at the figures. What is only half of millions, 
perhaps even __billions _of fortune? There is still plenty for all 
three of you to split and indulge in for a lifetime." 

Their guest waited with admirable patience as the three men shifted 
uncomfortably. They began whispering among themselves, heads huddled 
together in an attempt to reach an agreement . 

"Think you can live with it?" asked one of them men suddenly, lifting 
his head from their hasty discussion. "It'll be a hefty profit all 
right, but it's quite the method to earn it." 

Their guest laughed out loud, startling the other two out of their 
hushed arguments. "My good sir, this is not the first time I have 
been asked to fund a project like this, though I admit our previous 
target had been fairly... inconspicuous to put it one way. You 
mustn't worry for the sake of my conscience; I assure you it is quite 
unnecessary . " 

"Who was it?" asked another man curiously. "This previous target you 
mention . " 

"Some nameless housewife," their guest murmured vaguely. "A quaint 
little woman, she was. Pity she lost the fight." 

"Against whom?" 

"A Barrett M82," answered their guest, grinning. 

The three blanched. 

"While I'm sure these men you've employed possess equipment that is 
more than capable of handling a couple hundred yards and a glass 
window, " he continued mildly, "it would be quite the unnecessary risk 
for both of us, if anything were to happen _in_ the factory itself. 
Therefore, it'd be most wise for you to remove Mr. Wonka to a quieter 
place, where he and your lovely folks will be granted some... 

_privacy . 

"Don't you worry about that," said the cigar man sharply. "That is 
being handled as we speak." 

"We will not have you monopolizing this mission, " warned the right 
man. "You are to pay their fees _only._ Afterwards, you stay clear 
off until it's absolutely certain the transaction has been made, to 
all our accounts." 

"Of course," their guest agreed, bowing. "Pleased to do business with 
you gentlemen. Do keep in mind that should you have tampered with the 
figures of my share, I will know right away. And I am not against 
paying your men for a little overtime, my sirs. Good night to 
you . " 

The three in black were alone again, in a factory that was silenced, 
cold, and devoid of life. There was one more factory that could join 
this one, they were all thinking darkly. 

At last, they could finally begin to construct their rescue boat out 
of this sea of debt and profitless misery, and Wonka would become 
their plywood. 



2 . Prelude 


Thank you for reading, and most of all to the reader who left this 
story such a wonderful review so far. I really appreciate it, and it 
truly inspires me to keep going! 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><em>-Prelude-<em> 

_Today marked the last day of the vicious January storm, which had 
come in southbound, sundering the clear sky with thunder and ashen 
rainclouds. Having lessened their burdens over a miserable little 
town, off headed the deluge toward distant mountains and in swept a 
silent, bone-biting chill to take its place, along with a three-foot 
fall of snow._ 

Charlie Bucket was a boy of eleven years, one of many others who 
lived in this town. He would appear to a simple passersby as an 
ordinary child who was neither extraordinary or special, but that was 
as far from the truth as anyone got. 

Though the town itself was humble, a population quite inferior to 
that of other cities around, it was not the reason for the rise of 
its grandeur and famea€"for this little town was home to the largest 
chocolate factory to have ever been built, run by a famous man whose 
name was known to all folks around the globe. 

Willy Wonka, loved and cherished by the world, sold his candies to 
every corner of the earth, but ran his factory right in the heart of 
this little city. Wonka's candies were quickly named the best after 
everyone realized that every piece of sweet confection coming out of 
those colossal iron gates was the most delectable, exquisite thing to 
have ever graced their existence. 

It came to nobody's surprise when Wonka bars had become the world's 
best selling chocolates, as everyone sought after them regardless of 
a sweet tooth. Even the most sour-headed critics had to admit there 
was an almost magical quality to every Wonka product. No one knew 
what it was, for it was not something tangible or obtained 
physically . 

Yet, if there was one consistent truth that everyone could agree 
upon, it was that Willy Wonka's candies were as pure and innovative 
as the genius himself, and that they were always most delightfully, 
_positively_ delicious. 

Of course, the former of the above mentioned was more popular 
speculation than an observed fact, for it was lucky if the man was 
seen in public longer than ten minutes at any given time. Such a 
thing would naturally hinder one's ability to properly judge 
someone's character. 

However, the world _had_ seen Willy Wonka on that fateful morning of 
February 1st, where he had welcomed the five lucky children into his 
chocolate factory. His brief but nevertheless actual outdoor presence 
drew the telly-watching people of the world towards similar 
conclusions: the famous confectioner gave off the same aura of 



brilliant eccentricity and novelty that his inventions did. Of 
course, most of the crowd gathered just beyond the gates were simply 
going mad at the slightest possible opportunity of breathing the same 
air as their beloved chocolatier to have bothered with any other 
train of thought. 

'But what does any of this have to do with a plain little boy?' one 
might ask. Well, sirs and madams; the point of all this was that this 
magnificent chocolate factory, which made the best, most magical and 
delectable chocolate in the world, would soon belong to our beloved 
_Charlie Bucket. _ 

Eleven years old he may still be, but little Charlie was a very 
precious and extraordinary one. He himself would have begged to 
differ, claiming he was neither faster, stronger, nor more clever 
than other boys his agea€"and it just might have been true, had it 
not been for one incident (or rather, a complex series of many 
incidents all interwoven to form a giant catastrophe) . The incident, 
however catastrophic, would allow Charlie Bucket to discover many 
things about himself, and prove to the ones he loved the most that he 
_could_ be faster; he _could_ be stronger and more clever, when it 
_really_ mattered the most. 

So for now, let us return to telling a tale of Charlie's most 
courageous, yet perilous year: 

_Today marked the last day of the vicious January storm, which had 
come in southbound, sundering the clear sky with thunder and ashen 
rainclouds. Having lessened their burdens over a miserable little 
town, off headed the deluge toward distant mountains and in swept a 
silent, bone-biting chill to take its place, along with a three-foot 
fall of snow . . ._ 


3 . A Busy January 

Thank you for reading. Please forgive my grammar, as I am aware that 
it is not the best. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p> January used to be a hectic month for the Bucket family. It was 
always the same long list of inevitable responsibilities, trailing 
behind the dawn of each new year.<p> 

Fortunately, lots of things had changed for the better now that they 
were living within the great chocolate factory. Mr. Bucket still left 
for work, Mrs. Bucket still took care of household necessities, and 
Charlie continued to attend school. However, the biggest looming 
burden of poverty had been lifted clean off their shoulders and for 
the first time in many, many years, the Buckets could go about their 
business with light hearts and genuine smiles. 

No longer did they need to depend on the smallest crumb of bread or 
spilled drop of stew to drastically steer their fates to or from 
starvation. To live without such worries was truly a blessing, and 
the Buckets felt it every day. 


It was the third, wintrous day of January, and Charlie Bucket was 
soon to almost officially become apprentice and heir to Mr. Willy 



Wonka for a two full years. Ever since Charlie and his family had 
begun living with the chocolatier, there had been very drastic 
changes made to his daily routine, making him a very busy boy. In 
fact, he was probably even busier than Mr. and Mrs. Bucket, which was 
quite something indeed. 

After graduating from primary school, Charlie found that his new 
seventh grade teacher was much less forgiving when it came to their 
workload. He'd be piled with so much homework every day that the 
length of his free time was almost always cut in half. And now, even 
this would be mostly taken away from him since every last available 
moment he'd have was spent with Mr. Wonka, who had slowly but surely 
begun showing the factory in its entirety to his heir, nooks and 
crannies included. 

It was arduous but exciting work, and never once did the boy complain 
or fuss. The role of a chocolatier ' s apprentice was never to be taken 
lightly; he remained highly alert and attentive, listening carefully 
to everything there was to be heard and observing everything there 
was to be seen. 

However, it was evident that Charlie was not the only one nervous 
about this new development in schedule. Mr. Wonka, clearly not used 
to doing this sort of thing, jumped and flittered about restlessly 
every time they embarked on another "private factory tour" . It was 
mostly just the two of them when there were no Oompa-Loompas 
loitering around, and unable to revert himself to using the same 
facade of exaggerated cheer on dear little Charlie as he had with the 
entire Golden Ticket crew, Mr. Wonka would often visibly struggle 
with keeping certain emotions at bay. 

Charlie, for the most part, would politely ignore all the stutters 
and stumbles, doing his very best to keep the man happy. A bit of 
careful observation made it clear that Mr. Wonka grew most delighted 
whenever he made Charlie smile or laugh, so the boy did just that, 
whenever the opportunity arose. 

Not once had he ever needed to fake a reaction though, as all of the 
factory tours he'd gotten so far had warranted more than enough 
reasons for such expressions of joy to last several weeks. Every time 
Mr. Wonka's eyes twinkled just a tad brighter, his anxious smile grew 
slightly warmer, and shoulders seemed a bit less taut and 
flight-ready, Charlie's own heart would swell with happiness of his 
own, thrilled at the prospect of the chocolatier warming up to 
someone like _him_a€"so simple and ordinary and entirely unlike even 
a fraction of what his mentor embodied. 

As such, on this near two-year anniversary of wonderful times at the 
factory, it would only be natural for one to be excited. However, the 
boy was currently far from excitement or anticipation for his 
upcoming birthday in the next few weeks. In fact, he'd barely spared 
any thought for it at all. 


Charlie Bucket was slouched uncomfortably over his small desk, 
writing furiously on his arithmetic worksheet. It had occupied the 
entirety of his afternoon and still seemed far from being completed. 
Not only that, but his English booklet from the day before was also 
spread wide open on the bed next to him, awaiting its turn. 



_Never again will I procrastinate, _ Charlie thought to himself 
miserably as he counted on his fingers. _I can't afford to be sitting 
here dividing and subtracting when there's work to be done.__ 

Today was a Sunday, which meant no work for Mr. Bucket. While the 
nights were cold, the toasty warmth of the factory kept any chills 
out of their bones and there was no need to worry about shovelling 
snow or pulling on extra layers. Before preparing dinner, Mr. and 
Mrs. Bucket gathered round the old grandparents' bed. They called 
their son down, who leapt up and joined them at once for he was all 
too eager for a break. 

Upon his arrival, Mrs. Bucket smiled warmly. "Hello, Charlie." 

"Hi Mum, " he said. "Hi Dad, Grandpa Joe, Grandma Josephine, Grandpa 
George, Grandma Georgina." 

"Hello," greeted the grandparents cheerfully. 

"So," Mr. Bucket began. "The big day is coming up in a few weeks, 
eh?" 

"What day?" Charlie asked curiously. 

"Why, it's going to be your birthday!" exclaimed Grandpa Joe. "It's 
not every day a young man turns twelve, is it?" 

Charlie nearly fell off the edge of the table where he was perched. 
"Yes," he stammered, dazed at the fact that he'd somehow forgotten 
the existence of his own birthday. He'd always looked forward to them 
so much that such a thing would have been unimaginable a few years 
back. "I don't suppose so." 

"Well?" Mrs. Bucket prompted. "Have you thought of what you'd like 
for your present yet?" 

"One candy bar is more than enough," he told her with a smile. "Just 
like before. It's what I've always gotten so far." Although it had 
only been because they couldn't afford anything else for the special 
day, the whole thing now felt like a sort of tradition. 

Mrs. Bucket sighed. "Charlie, we would have loved to gift you so many 
things. Back then, one bar of chocolate was the best we could do, but 
things are much different now. It's been almost two years since we've 
moved, so it _must_ be better than all the others you've 
had." 

Charlie flushed almost instantly. "You don't need to do that," he 
insisted quickly. "Besides, I was already thrown the biggest birthday 
party of my life last year, remember? All of the Oompa-Loompas were 
there as well. With this whole factory, I think I've gotten just 
about everything a boy like me could ever wish for." 

Last year, as a result of much begging and protesting for months and 
months on Charlie's end, he managed to convince his parents, Willy 
Wonka, and even the entire Oompa-Loompa gang to gift him with nothing 
but a single chocolate bar. On the day of the party however, sneaky 
Mr. Wonka had insisted on pointing out that the boy failed to specify 
exactly what size chocolate he wanted, and Charlie ended up 



unwrapping the paper to a bar of Whipple-Scrumptious Fudgemallow 
Delight so enormous that it towered over their heads. 

"Yes, but all birthdays are supposed to be special," Mrs. Bucket said 
kindly. "Sometimes it's not always about the gift itself, but the 
meaning it holds in its giving. Your father and I wanted to do 
something nice for you, even if it will probably never be as 
extraordinary as all of this..." She gestured around herself, meaning 
the factory. 

"You really don't need to," Charlie began to protest again, but his 
mother hushed him. 

"If you can't think of anything at the moment, that's all right," she 
assured. "We still have a couple weeks left! Now, why don't you 
finish your homework, and then you can go see if Mr. Wonka is joining 
us for dinner tonight." 

"All right," Charlie agreed eagerly, grinning. He dashed back up to 
his bed where his arithmetic sat where he'd left it. A quick check of 
the analog clock leaning against the bedframe told him it was ten 
past four. Charlie scribbled half-hearted answers on the worksheet, 
unable to muster the patience to check them. The English booklet 
could wait another day. 

Within twenty minutes, he was shouting his goodbyes over his shoulder 
as he hurried out into the Chocolate Room, and across the meadow to 
the door leading into the corridors. 

When he first began living in the factory, it took him quite a while 
to acclimate to the chocolat ier ' s bizarre schedules. At first, 

Charlie had wanted to work their tours around what would be 
considered a normal day's itinerary, which included the breakfasts, 
lunches, dinners, and bedtimes. However, he soon discovered that Mr. 
Wonka's eating and sleeping habits were far unlike Charlie's (or 
anyone else's), and he was reminded several times a week that he 
could quite literally call for the man "at any gosh-darned time he 
felt like". 

Still, not wanting to seem disrespectful, Charlie had spent the first 
few months refraining from seeking Mr. Wonka out during general lunch 
and dinner hours, and especially past ten o'clock at night. The last 
thing he wanted to do was interrupt or disturb his privacy. These 
days, Charlie knew not to worry so much about those things. True to 
his word (and also to Charlie's growing concern), Mr. Wonka never 
seemed to partake in anything that resembled "private time", and 
always seemed to be out doing something chocolate-related twenty-four 
hours a day. Today would be no different. 

Once, Charlie and his whole family had been woken by a fanfare of 
trumpets bellowing through the factory-wide intercom at four in the 
morning, which turned out to be a technical malfunction on Mr. 

Wonka's end. Supposedly he had been using a "disconnected" microphone 
("It must not have been very disconnected, after all!") to test the 
volume of his Musical Sugar-Bowl candies all night long. 

The boy approached the entrance to the Great Glass Elevator and 
pressed the button to summon it. Upon the Elevator's arrival, he 
entered and began the search for his mentor. 



Said search did not take very long. As half-expected, Charlie found 
the person he was looking for in the Inventing Room, leaning 
precariously over a gargantuan aluminum tub that was partly filled 
with a blue, bubbling liquid. Mr. Wonka seemed to take absolutely no 
notice of his visitor whatsoever, so engrossed he was in trying to 
scrape something off the inside of the tub that he completely missed 
the way Charlie hovered awkwardly by his side for a full three 
minutes . 

Deciding that waiting to be discovered could possibly take hours, 
Charlie carefully cleared his throat as quietly and softly and 
unshockingly as he could physically manage. 

"Ahem . " 

_"Whistling whangdoodles ! yelled Mr. Wonka, jumping off his 
footstool and almost a foot into the air. Thankfully, he toppled 
_backwards_ and not _into_ the tub of whatever molten liquid was 
simmering away, and landed ungracefully with a deafening_ crash_ 
against a plethora of metal pipes. The impact caused dozens of small, 
bright colored candies to explode out of the many pockets of his 
plum-colored coat, and scatter noisily across the floor in a great 
rainbow shower. 

"Mr. Wonka!" Charlie shouted, rushing over to help the man to his 
feet. "Are you all right?" 

"My Jeepers ! " cried Mr. Wonka. "You scared the Jeepers out of 
me ! " 

"I'm very sorry, I should have been more careaC"" 

"No, no, I've lost my_ Jeepers !_ Look, they're everywhere!" The 
chocolatier scrambled around on his knees, trying to gather all the 
small candies that had rained out of his pockets. "Help me, please!" 
The two of them spent the next ten minutes crawling on all floors and 
scraping up every last candy they could find, even reaching far under 
some of the machines for the stray ones. By the time they were 
finished, Mr. Wonka had gathered up all of his Jeepers, but they were 
both covered head to toe in dust bunnies. 

"I'm very sorry," Charlie repeated guiltily, his heart still pounding 
in his throat. This had not been the first time he'd startled the man 
like this. Two months ago, Charlie had nearly sent him tumbling 
straight into a pair of very large, automatic grinders that 
ferociously crushed huge ice blocks into fine powder. The machine 
stopped operating the very instant something warm touched its 
churning gears, but some strands of Mr. Wonka's hair had been sucked 
in and they ended up having to chop an inch of his locks off, along 
with a corner from his coat sleeve. And just last week, Charlie had 
curiously approached a large, minty effigy lying on the middle of a 
wide surgical table. Right when he began reaching out to touch it, 

Mr. Wonka had saved him by yanking him back by the collar, a mere 
fractional second before the entire candy beast suddenly sprang to 
life and snapped at him with giant, crocodile jaws. 

But just as he had countless times before, Mr. Wonka waved his 
apology away. "No worries, Charlie, no worries at all! I always get a 
little jumpy when I'm miffed, oh yes. This Stretch-n-Glow Caramel is 
driving me off the roof! Every time I try to add the corn syrup, it 



gets all blue and hard in lumps. Who's ever heard of _blue_ caramel, 
anyway? Ew. And they never melt unless I soak them in liquid gold for 
about thirty hours. This is the seventh time I've had to replace this 
tub ! " 

"Why do you have to replace them?" asked Charlie, standing on the 
tips of his toes to try and peer over the large rim. 

"Because the tub melts too," explained Mr. Wonka. "Not only does the 
liquid gold melt the lumps of Caramel, it melts the solid aluminum 
container it's in! Rather inconvenient, I must say." 

"Couldn't you use a tub made of something else instead?" asked 
Charlie. "Say, something that doesn't melt in liquid gold?" 

"Why, what an excellent idea! I'll have a new tub of steel made right 
away, though I am not sure how that'll affect the candy. We'll just 
have to see!" The chocolatier reached for the dial on the humming 
generator beside him, which he twisted so the heat died down and the 
tub stopped its simmering. "Now, does this mean you're free for the 
rest of the day?" 

"Yes!" Charlie answered excitedly. "I've done all my schoolwork for 
now. We can go exploring again!" 

"Fantastic!" said Mr. Wonka, grinning. "There is still so much to 
show you! Follow me!" They hurried over to the Great Glass Elevator, 
where it had been standing by near the round entrance to the 
Chocolate River. Once they entered, a purple-gloved finger pressed a 
button that read, WHITEY-SMILEYS . At once they were whizzed away on a 
slantways descent. 

"What's this one about, Mr. Wonka?" Charlie asked, craning his neck 
to read the label near the top of the Elevator. 

"Something groovy," answered Wonka, his eyes bright with excitement. 
"It's one of my most extraordinary inventions!" 

Charlie hummed pensively. He thought that every single one of the 
man's creations was nothing short of extraordinary, but with the way 
Mr. Wonka was bouncing on his heels, he wondered just what sort of 
extra fantastical room was awaiting their arrival now. 

He had long since realized that while they saw many amazing things 
during the tour with the other four children, the sights they'd come 
across that day had not nearly been enough. A few measly hours 
couldn't have even_ begun_ properly addressing the sheer enormity and 
magnitude of Mr. Wonka's ingenuity. Why, Charlie had been living here 
for almost two years, and he still had yet to see all the rooms! 

"I am still amazed with just how many rooms this factory has," he 
commented, voicing his thoughts out loud as he studied the rows and 
rows of buttons. There were still quite a few that they hadn't 
pressed yet, and most of them were out of his reach at the very top, 
where the labels were more difficult to read from the height of an 
eleven year old boy. 

"But my dear Charlie, this is hardly all of them!" said Mr. Wonka, 
his eyes twinkling. "There are tons and tons of other rooms that 
don't have buttons here. If they did, this entire Elevator would be 



covered in them from head to toe!" 


"Then how do you get to the rooms that don't have buttons?" Charlie 
exclaimed . 

"I use the other Elevators, of course!" answered Mr. Wonka. "Other 
ones with different buttons on them. Yeah! I just gotta remember 
which one carries which." He suddenly winced, as if the thought had 
brought back some less than pleasant memories. 

"How many Great Glass Elevators are there?" asked Charlie, 
flabbergasted . 

"I dunno, " said Mr. Wonka brightly. "I just kept having another one 
built, and then another one, every time I ran out of wall space. I've 
only thought about getting to the right room that I've never really 
kept track; they all look the same, anyway. Hey, look! My Musical 
Sugar-Bowls ! " 

Charlie peered out of the Glass Elevator, and saw that they were 
indeed passing the room where the Sugar-Bowls were being blown. Only 
a faint trickle of music was heard before they were whooshed away. 

"No more wake-up calls at four a.m, then?" he asked jokingly. 

Mr. Wonka grimaced with contrite. "I'm sorry, that really had been 
rude," he mumbled. "They're coming along nicely, I think. I've also 
got a new set of microphones for the job." They both giggled, while 
their ride continued on at a fantastic speed. 

Suddenly the walls whizzing past them all around changed color from a 
neutral grey to a charcoal black. The course started to level out of 
its descent, and the Elevator started to slow down. "We're almost 
there!" They were whooshed along to the left, then right, then left 
again . 

Finally, they came to a halt around the bend, and the doors slid open 
with a merry _ding._ 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>AN: This story is based off the 2005 movie, which showed the 
Great Glass Elevator only having buttons on one wall. I understand 
this was probably for aesthetic and cinematographic reasons (having a 
bunch of buttons on the clear glass would obstruct the viewing of the 
main actors) , but since the book depicts all four walls (and 
ceiling!) being covered in buttons which, given the sheer size and 
scale of the factory, is probably more 'correct', I thought 'well all 
those rooms need to be quickly accessed somehow and if Depp! Wonka 
hadn't felt like squishing every button into one Elevator then maybe 
he's got more of them, ' haha. 

Reviews are loved! 


End 
f ile . 



